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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
IN SUMMER 
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For a proud poet 
The bitter chrysanthemum 
Untamed by frost, 
Spending gold in bleak weather. 

II 

Mine shall be 
A lean geranium in a pot 
Climbing the cottage pane. 
Old leaves yellow and drop off, 
New green puts out. 
I like it for the pungent scent it gives 
When you bruise it. 
Though lacking sun it may never afford 
A scarlet flower. 



JBUNB FILLE 

Beneath the ledges 
Lie the pools — 
Cupped in the ruddy rock, 
Bright pools of mountain water, 
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Jeune Fille 



Unimaginably clear. 

There is no sky, no distance; 

The friendly wood leans near. 

In wet, luxurious moss I plant my feet, 
Unimaginably white; 

It pleases me to think of my white body here, 
Released in fair water, to charm 
A delicate lover. 



PASTEL 

She has a clear, wind-sheltered loveliness, 
Like pale streams winding far and hills withdrawn 
From the bright reaches of the noon. Dawn 
Is her lifting fancy, but her heart 
Is orchard boughs and dusk and quietness. 



A GALLANT WOMAN 

She burst fierce wine 
From the tough skin of pain, 
Like wind that wrings from rfgid skies 
A scant and bitter gleam, 
Long after the autumnal dusk 
Has folded all the valleys in. 
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